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BUDS AND BLOSSOMS. 



THE POWER OF POETRY. 



♦ ♦♦• 



,,^ ->-,|0 soothe a heart's dull pain ; 
^^I'lg To give the wretched, pleasure ; 
Disclose the sun through rain, 

Ensure the poor a treasure ; 
To fill an idle empty hour 

With better thoughts of better things ; 
True Poetry has angel power ; 

It is the rustling of their wings. 
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AUSTRALIA. 

(national song). 



»»» 




AY hearts firm and steady, 
And loyal and ready ; 
May men who are fearless and true 
For ever be found 
To gather around 
The cause of the Red, White, and Blue ! 
For Old England long ago 
Our fathers fought the foe ; 
And like them for England's glory we would gladly 
fight and fall. 
We love Old England well, 
But still the truth to tell, 
We love the Bright and Sunny South by far the best 
of all. 












A USTRALIA. 



Then heart to heart, and hand in hand, 
Beneath the Southern Cross we stand, 
And shout " God bless our glorious land, 
Australia ! Australia !" 

We care not for Russians, 

For French, or for Prussians ; 
So let all invaders beware ! 

We know how to fight 

For Home and the Right ; 
Then let them come on, if they dare ! 

From station, mine, and town. 

We will soon come pouring down ; 
And the bushmen and the diggers will the mighty 
army swell ; 

Whilst every boy and man 

Will do the best he can 
To save the Bright and Sunny South he loves so 
dearly well. 

For heart to heart, and hand in hand, 
Beneath the Southern Cross we'll stand. 
And shout " God bless our glorious land, 
AustraHa ! Australia !" 

Our women may wonder 
To hear the guns thunder ; 
Though fearful, they'll never shew fear. 



BtJDS AND BLOSSOMS. 



Defending the lives 

Of sweethearts and wives, ' 
And bright, bonny children so dear. 

Like our fathers long ago. 

We will fight against the foe ! 
Like our fathers we will struggle on, so long as 
danger's nigh ! 

We scorn to yield or flee, 

But all the world shall see 
How in the Bright and Sunny South Australians can 
die. 

For heart to heart, and Irand in hand, 
Beneath the Southern Cross well stand, 
And dying shout " God bless our land, 
Australia ! Australia !" 



[In the recent Herald competition for the best National 
Song, the above obtained second prize, there being over eighty 
competitors.] 





ALI^ IS STILL. 



»»» 



[p; SIT beside 

The window wide. 

All is still. 
The sun has sunk behind yon trees ; 
The branches sway before the breeze, 
Bending downwards to the leas ; , 

All is still. 



I watch below 
The river flow. 

All is stilL 
Here and there a light is seen 
Glimm'ring through the mass of green ; 
Happy hearts are there, I ween. 

All is still. 
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No more is heard 






The twitt'ring bird 






All is still. 






The landscape no 


■ is sea 


rce defined ; 


T«-u lovers walk « 


tharn 


s entwined, 


But silent they ; ir 


ind talks with mind. 


All is still. 







My heart alone 
Must sadly moan, 

"All is still." 
For 'neath that spire tow'ring high- 
Far, far away, and yet so nigh^ 
Where my heart's truest love doth lie, 

AH is still. 








NIGHT. 



♦ ♦♦ 




(IHILD ! Thou fearest the night ? 

Know that the darkness, 'twixt the eve and 
morning light, 
Is the shadow cast 
By the da^ just past ; 
As the Great Reader, Mighty and Sublime, 
Turns o'er the pages in the Book of Time. 

NATURE'S HARP. 



»»♦ 




NE of those wonderful harps I've found 
That require no delicate hand 
To strike the mysterious chords, which sound 
Like echoes from, some far land. 

The soul of my child is the harp I mean ; 

God whispered and breathed o'er the strings ; 
For she told me this morn that the snow's white 
sheen 

Was the down from the angels' wings. 




MUSINGS BY A STREAM, 



♦ »♦ 




•NE day while musing by a stream 
V^J^™ On what men are and what they seem 
What passions rage within man's breast : 
Where Av'rice and Ambition rest ; 
A fairy form of childish play, 
Half buried in the new mown hay, 
Scattered my thoughts and held my way. 



The fledgling in its mossy home. 
The nautilus upon the foam. 
The squirrel in his snug retreat 
With scores of nuts to crack and eat, 
Are not more happy than that boy, 
Who laughed and chuckled in his joy, 
With Nature's produce for his toy. 



MUSINGS BY A STREAM. 



While watching him, a lusty shout 
Put Meditation all to rout. , 
I turned — and lo ! a troop of boys 
Who, with mugh pushing, fun, and noise, 
Essayed upon the stream to float, 
With many a puffing, blow, and bloat, 
Each one his tiny paper-boat. 



The child had heard the motley sound, 

And up he springs with sudden bound. 

Tumbles and toddles up to one. 

Whose vessel's course has just begun. 

" Look, look !" he cries, " how quick it goes !" 

And he, too, puffs his cheeks, and blows — 

Forgetting that the river flows. 



Alas I alas ! the water round 
Its way into the hold has found ; 
The paper bark begins to shrink. 
The child still blows upon the brink— 
But all in vain ; its course is o'er. 
It will not stiffen out once more, 
But drifts — and drifts along the shore. 
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How often does it happen so, 
When we from homely pleasures go 
To launch our bark upon the tide 
Of Worldly Policy or Pride ! 
Do not we also strive with care 
To haste it on some voyage fair, 
Forgetting God directs it there f 



On, on it goes, with many a turn, 

Bend, twist, and halt ; our fond hearts yearn 

To push it faster — faster still. 

With anxious eyes we watch it, till 

Sorrow, Mishap, or Pleasure seem 

To shrivel every plank and beam. 

And then it drifts — from dream to dream. 




(** 




IN SPITE OF ALL. 

(song). 



♦ ♦♦ 



^l&N spite of all ; in spite of all 
The baneful, bitter past ; 
In spite of what may yet befall, 

My love for thee shall last — 
Shall last until the sea runs dry. 
And all things back to Chaos fly. 

Though worlds dissolve and heavens fall, 
I'll love thee still ; I'll love thee still ; 

I'll love thee still in spite of all. 



So quickly we rode through the forest together, 
And little we cared for the wind or the weather ! 
And little we recked of the storm or the flash. 
With the rollings of thunderings, crash upon crash. 
But I gave my black charger his head, - 
For you lay in my arms as one dead ; 
And I cried, as I heard the pursuer's fierce call, 
" I love thee, I'll win thee, in spite of them all !" 



12 BUDS AND* BLOSSOMS. 

In spite of thetn all ; in spite of them all. 

Ho, ho ! We galloped so fast ! 
" Cling tighter !" I cried. — Then crash ! and a fall ! 

But the dangerous torrent was passed. 
Old Rupert lay bleeding and lame, 

But I laughed in the face of the foe. 
Though I beckoned them over, not one of them 

Their brave steeds were champing, and eager to go, 
But the cowardly riders pulled rein, and said " No !" 



And thus my love-in spite of all, 

With me thy lot is cast. 
In spite of what may yet befall, 

My love for thee shall last ! 
Shall last until the sea runs dry, 
And all things back to Chaos fly. 

Though world's dissolve, and heavens lall, 
I'll love thee still ; I'll love thee still 

I'll love thee still, in spite of all. 




FRIENDS. 



»♦ » 




jRIENDS, ay, friends ! No words of mine can 
tell 

That word's significance, though known so well. 
The subtle charms of sweetly blended sound, 
The painter's art — all here at fault are found. 



For though their magic may before us bring 
A passing vision, or may even ring 
A chiming echo of that word's sweet tone, 
Still there is something — something left undone. 

But when at eventide we silent stand 
Before some view, or wander hand in hand 
Beneath the pine-trees or along the shore ; 
Then, then we know what we half-guessed before. 



Then hands clasp hands, and eye looks into eye 
Thought, too, encounters thought in blissful harmony- 
Then all is solved. The Great Revealer bends, 
And, leaning o'er us, whispers " Friends, ay, friends !'^ 



HIDDEN LIGHT. 

(impromptu). 



♦ ♦♦ 




f'O stars in the misty sky ; 

With the sea like live lead ; 
Save sails flapping listlessly, 
And the night watch's tread, 
All seems dead. 
As the vessel creeps on through still Night, 
The sea shines with a phosphorous light, 
That attracts for a moment the sight. 



The Future is misty and dark ! 

Present life lazes by ! 
A ship in the distance — a shark. 

Or a sea-bird's cry 

Help days lly. 
But our spirit life still must proceed. 
And each kindly endeavour and deed 
Is the light on our path that we need. 




/1^^^^ 



THE DIVINE SYMPHONY. 



^aSUAN you recall that time to mind, 
■ywH My gentle friend, when you and I 
In tropic sunsets tried to find 

The key of God's own symphony ? 
That symphony of light and shade, 

Which Nature ever round us plays ; 
'Mid bustling streets, In quiet glades, 

On wintry nighls, through summer days. 

Did there not seem, my friend, to be. 
Running beneath that symphony. 
Though all appeared in harmony, 
The murmurs of a minor key ? 



For was it not the purple clouds. 
On which we sadly fixed our gaze ; 

And watched them falling down like shrouds 
To cover up the dying rays ? 
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Ah, yes, my friend, but mind it well, 
Did not those clouds roll wide apart ? 

Did not a chord of colour swell 
And find an echo in your heart ? 

A vox himana^ clear and free, 
That rose above the symphony. 
And made still finer harmony, 
Alth9Ugh 'twas in a minor key. 



And thus our life from day to day. 

Is one grand symphony of song. 
Our acts, our thoughts, each word we say, 

Unto this symphony belong. 
In clashing dissonants involved. 

We still must sound, until our Lord 
Hath every dissonance resolved 

Into one mighty, glorious chord. 

Till then, my friend, there aye must be 
Running beneath Life's symphony. 
Though all appear in harmony, 
The murmurs of a minor key. 



V 




GLANCE AND DANCE. 



♦ »♦ 



\\ HE did not speak one loving word, 
Sh^ only gave me one quick glance, 
And then the dreamy waltz was heard. 
I led her forward to the dance. 




But as we danced my hopes ran high, 
I clasped her closer to my breast ; 

She pressed my fingers in reply, 

And then — well you must guess the rest. 




IF. 



♦ ♦♦• 




»F all the stars were diamonds bright, 
And the moon were made of gold. 
If they fell to earth one cloudy night, 

To grant me wealth untold. 
To win a smile from her I love, 

I'd gladly lay them down ; 
And bid them soar to heaven above 
To chase away her frown. 



If all the trees had silken leaves, 
And every leaf were mine ; 

I'd bind them up in glistening sheaves 
To grace her form divine. 
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But should she look on me, -and say 
The act had caused her pain, 

I'd throw them all like chaff away, 
To grow as leaves again. 



I cannot buy with sordid pelf 

The gift for which I pray. 
For, oh ! I want her very self 

To kiss and love all day. 
But, ah ! If she should answer " Nay," 

And my poor suit denied ; 
My love I would not cast away — 

I coifld not, if I tried. 





SERENADE. 



♦ ♦♦ 




'Y love, my love, I cannot tell 

The charms you weave around me. 
I only know too vfe\\, too well, 
How firmly they have bound me. 
Lina ! Lina ! Lina ! 
Ah ! my fond darling, say that you love me ! 

Whisper it sweetly, softly, and low ! 
Let me but see you standing above me ! 

No one will see, love ; no one will know — 
No one save he who implores thee ; 
No one save he who adores thee. 
Lina ! Lina ! Lina ! 



SERENADE. 

Gently the zephyrs blow from the west, love, 

Lulling all Nature to sleep. 
Others can slumber ; others can rest, love ; 

I only waken and weep. 
Ah! Ah! Ah! 
Still I am waiting, still I am near thee ! 

Daylight approaches ; dark night b past 
Lute, cease thy trilling ! Surely I hear thee ! 

Ah, my own darling, at last, at last ! 





LOVE'S LAMENT. 



(song). 



■♦♦♦■ 




»N olden times^ 

'Neath sunny climes, 
fwandered light and free. 

I laughed and sang 

Till the woodland rang 
With my merry shouts of glee. 

At twilight hour 

Some treasured flower 
Would drop from the lattice above me. 

And trilling my lay, 

I'd has,ten away 
To others who lived but to love me. 



ftflTI 



LOVES LAMENT, 33 

For Love was master ; Love was the king 
O'er everybody and everything ; 
Love was the language of every tongue; 
Love was a monarch, when Love was young. 



Now Love is old, 

The skies look cold ; 
Fierce storms of Passion blow. 

My life is sad 

That once was glad. 
And the leaves are hid with snow. 

For well-nigh slain 

By Lust and Gain, 
I gaze on the traitors below me. 

For, ah, they are few — 

The good hearts and true — 
Who dare to confess that they know me. 



But Love was the language of every tongue ; 
Love was a monarch, when Love was young ; 
Love is a slave, to be bought and sold ; 
Yes, Love is a slave ; now Love is old. 






COMFORT. 



»»♦ 




?APPY Past, and dread To-morrow 



Why this hopeless bitter cry ? 
Look up boldly from thy sorrow 
Cheerfully towards the sky. 



Grief and fears for ever banish ! 
Hast thou never understood ? 
Real good cannot fade or vanish ; 

il 

That which fadeth is not good. 



Best things cannot vanish, seeing 
They must e'er survive the rest. 

Good proclaims itself by being ; 
That which is must be the best. 



COMFORT, 25 



Truth to-day is truth to-morrow, 
Truth for ever and for aye ; 

Future days will only borrow 
What is good and true to-day. 



Thus if living, thou art striving 
Good in everything to see. 

Dying, thou wilt find surviving . 
What is really good in thee. 



Therefore take God's richest blessing ! 

Take the pow'r thy God to love ! 
,A.nd on earth this Good possessing, 

Thou wilt find the Best above. 





THINE. 

(sokg). 



^rM^HEN all are sleeping, sleeping ! 
^mMlif When stars are peeping, peeping, 
When shades of night come creeping 

Over land and sea, 
Then thoughts are bringing, bringing 

Love's clear light to me ; 
When I am singing, singing 

Soulful songs to thee. 



Waking or sleeping, 

Laughing or weeping, 
Let it be cloudy, or let it be fine ! 

Singing or sighing, 

Living or dying. 
Love, I am true to thee ! Love, I am thine ! 



THINE. 

When men are quaffing, qu^ng, 
When girls are chaffing, chaffing, 
When all around are laughing, 

Full of joyous glee ; 
None know I'm thinking, thinking 

How Love smiles on me ; 
None. guess I'm drinking, drinking, 

Dearest one, to thee. 



Waking or sleepii^, 

Laughing or weeping, 
Let it be cloudy, or let it be fine ! 

Singing or sighii^. 

Living or dying, 
Love, I am true to thee ! Love, I am thine 





MOONLIGHT. 



♦ » » 




IIENDER rays falling in liquid light, 

Rippling their course 'tween banks of 
cloud. 
Voiceless Melody of the Night, 
Silvery bright, 
Lulling to rest the weary crowd 
Of women and men, of beast and of bird. 
Save where the nightingale's song is heard. 
Or sounds of riot and revelry loud, 
Shouted from brazen throats. 
Disturb the miser as he gloats. 
O'er his golden guineas and silver groats. 



What marvellous sights, 
What fearful delights. 
What writhings of woe. 
Are disclosed below 
On these moonlit nights ! 
Ah, who can know ? 



MOONLIGHT. 29 



And the level's who walk 

Through the wood ; 
Having no need to talk, 

Being understood 
The one by the other ! 
And then the fond mother, 

With face raised in prayer 
O'er her breast-cradled child, 
Who in slumber hath smiled, 

As though never a care 

Or troubles to bear 
Were awaiting his manhood's years ! 
What sighs, what hopes and fears, 
Happy and sorrowing tears ! 
What cries of pain from the heart's deep cell. 
Which nobody hears ! 

What scenes of affright 

Are made clear to the sight 

Of the moon to-night ! 
Ah, who can tell ? 





PAST VERSUS PRESENT. 



♦ ♦» 



*HEN alone by the glimmering fire, 
Alone with my longing and pain ; 
When vanished are Hope and Desire, 
And loss of my all would be gain : 




When my mind from its misery shrinks, 
And Memory drags out to light 

Each folly and sin, then methinks 
The Present, if seen, would be bright. 



But that Present I often ignore ; 

Regrets for the Past hold their sway ; 
And troubles long buried weigh more 

On my spirit than ills of To-day. 



PAST VERSUS PRESEN.T. 

Awaken, oh spirit, and see ! 

The present is still to be seen ; 
Dream on, and too soon it will be 

Another lost past — " might have been." 



This Life is too short to look back 
On the failings and sins of the Past ; 

To murmur " Alas ! " and " Alack ! " 

When each day may perchance be thy last 



Then, spirit and body, arise ! 

Go forth to the battle and fight ; 
Death's clouds will soon darken the skies. 

Too soon comes the blackness of Night. 



Step fearlessly onward and trust ! 

Look hopefully ever above ! 
Thus trusting and hoping, you must 

Come in time to the resting in Love. 
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LONGING. 



»»» 




VOID within my heart — ^an emptiness 
That craves and urges wildly to be filled ; 
Part of my nature absent ! What or where 
I know not. Yet I live and breathe, a man, 
Perfect in every limb ; strong, active, brave, 
With all my life-blood flowing through my veins 
Free and unsullied. Yet within — that void ; 
So undefinable, so curiously strange. 
As though my body were one mass of steel, 
And that same absent part of m^ — a. magn6t — 
Towards which I unresistingly am drawn, 
Forced by Attraction irresistible. 
Then halt ! — a something comes between, and I 
Rest quavering and pending in mid-air, 
Uncertain where to turn. 

Ay, this it is 
That tells me Man has not his all below, 
But far away in that now distant home 



Has left a treasure : one he deemed unfit 

To venture 'mid the dangers of a way 

So' long and toilsome as this weary Life. 

And as the husband, hasting towards his wife, 

Extends his aims long ere his home be reached, 

As though to clasp and tightly press to heart 

The loving form that long has watched for him, 

E'en so I yeam for what I left behind, 

Ah, me ! so long ago, and now so far 

That I can scarce remember what 'twas like, 

Save that I know my Father hath for me 

A beauteous robe, from every blemish free, 

To wear in lieu of this same garb of clay. 

What else awaits me in the peaceful land 

I cannot say. But there are mansions fair. 

Where I, with all I held on earth most dear, 

Shall learn what His Rest means ; and being filled 

To bounteous overflowing with His Joy, 

Shall long — and yeam — and sigh in tears no more. 




SATISFIED. 



»♦♦ 




HAT though the billows roll in ceaseless 
rage. 

Their grandeur appalling ; 
Now rising, now falling ; 
Soughing with spray, 
Naught can allay 
Their turbulent breast ! 
When seeming at rest, 
They ripple by 
With smothered sigh ! 



'\ 



There comes a day — 'tis writ on sacred page — 
When wave with wave no longer war shall wage ; 
When loving eyes no more need fondly gaze. 
And strive to pierce the home-obscuring haze. 
Poor restless heart, let this your comfort be — 
That day will come, when there shall be " No sea." 



SATISFIED. 

■Wliat though your bosom s^h for lasting Peace. 
Though wishing and longing 
With sad thoughts are thronging 
Through heart and souL 
What though the goal 
Seera so fer away ! 
Year, week, and day ; 
Day, week, and year, 
Trouble and tear ! 

When will this striving, endeavouring, cease? 
Is this your cry? Hope on ; soon comes release 
^E'en as it comes to yonder restless foam). 
When soaring high to perfect calm of home ; 
All, all your w^ts shall be by Him supplied, 
Who promises "Thou shall be satisfied." 





THE SOUND OF A SHELL. 



■♦♦♦- 




FOUND a shell on a far-off shore, 
So wondrously smooth and round, 
That I cried, " Such shell was never before 

By any one mortal found." 
Its surface was polished so brightly clear y 

And strange were the colours it had. 
As I lifted it close to my curious ear, 
It murmured this melody sad : — 
" Moaning a moan, 
Sighing a sigh. 
Death is so nigh ! 
None, ah, none. 
To welcome me home 
When day is done ! 
All alone ! 
Alone!" 
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I cried to the wondrous shell, " Ah me, 

Have you, too, trouble and woe?" 
And it answered — " I come from the restless sea. 

Far, far, from the depths below, 
A sorrowing maiden once sighed and wept 

A beautiful crystal tear ; 
And it turned to a shell, where her lover slept 
In the ocean cold and drear." 
Moaning a moan. 
Sighing a sigh. 
Death was so nigh. 
None, ah, none 
To welcome him home 
Now Life was done ! 
All alone ! 
Alone ! 



So weird was the sound of that wondrous shell : 

So sad was the tale it told ; 
That it. seemed to be murmuring echoes of Hell, 

Or of grave-vaults damp and cold. 
I shuddered and chilled ; but for many a year 

That wonderful shell I kept ; 
And it always sang of the maiden's tear, 

How it fell where her lover slept. 



38 BUDS AND BLOSSOMS, 



Moaning a moan, 

Sighing a sigh. 

Death is so nigh. 

None, ah, none '| 

To welcome me home ■ 

When Day is done ! | 

All alone 1 

Alone! 



But never again will that shell to me 
Sing requiems strange and drear ; 
For she that I love, is mine own, and she 

Sings melodies sweet to hear. 
And now as her cheek with my lips I touch, 

I see full plainly well 
How often in Life one may make too much 
Of the murmuring sound of a shell. 
Moaning its moan. 
Sighing its sigh. 
Because Death is nigh — 
Ah, but there's one 
To welcome me home 
When Day is done 1 
A dear one ! 
The one/ 




SEA FLIGHT. 

(song). 



■♦♦♦■ 




[ON flies a fair bird 
O'er the wintry sea, 
Would it brought a message 

From my love to me ! 
Fly back thou fair bird ! 

Fly far away ! 
Tell her 1 love her 
For ever and aye ! 



Yon rolls a billow, , 

White with frothy foam, 
Would it bore me tidings 

Of my love and home ! 
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Roll back, thou billow ! 

Roll fer away ! 
Tell her I love her 

For ever and aye ! 

Yon soars a snow-cloud, 

Scudding through the sky ; 
Would it drop a sweet kiss 

On me sailing by. 
Soar back, thou snow-cloud, 

Soar far away ! 
Tell her I love her 

For ever and aye ! 




(( 



NOT YET." 



♦ »i 




LIE a-thinking, Love, of thee, 
Of what has been and is to be ; 
And while the sweet harmonious thought 
Of how I might and how I ought 
To overcome right manfully. 
The past, with all its legacy 
Of dark Remorse and sad Regret, 
Rings minor changes^through my brain. 

Again — again, 

And once again 

Comes that unvarying refrain : 

" Not yet ! Not yet ! " 



The Present seems so full of care. 
The Past, alas, is bleak and bare ! 
" Oh, God," I cry, " did I but know 
Exactly where I have to go, 
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And see the path right straight before me, 
Then, Lord, could I at ease adore thee 
Without a murmuring moan or fret ! " 
But while I sigh in silent pain. 

Again — ^again, 

And once again 

Comes that unvarying refrain : 

" Not yet, not yet ! " 

Some day, my Love, I'll think with thee 

O'er what has been and still must be, 

And as I lean upon thy breast 

Shall own that what has been was best : 

In trustful quietude reposing, 

Shall thank Thee, Lord, for not disclosing 

The toilsome way. —Then, oh, forget, 

Forgive my want of faith ! — I fain 

Would hear again, 

And once again, 

That truly merciful refrain : 

"Not yet! Not yet!" 




A TROPICAL SUNSET AT SEA. 



I^^ND so, too, I must pass from out of sight 
^j^l^ Of all who sail upon the sea of Life. 
Lord, grant my setting may appear as bright, 
As calm, as peaceful, and as free from strife. 



May I behind me also cast a glow, 

To please perchance some sadly watching eye ; 
Divert its gaze from earthly care and woe ; 
To fix it ever on Eternity ! 



^^^^ 


^ >^ 
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INSPIRED. 



»»♦ 




|M I inspired ! Ah, I cannot tell. 

I know I hear the music of some bell 
That hangs high up in my brain, 
Whose ropes are Pleasure and Pain. 

And this bell will sound, 

So that all around 

May hear its deep tolling . 

Or silver notes rolling 

0*er forest and glen, 

In Palace and Den. 

On village and town 

Its echoes float down ; 

Like the winter snow 

It will fall below ; 

And many, I trow. 
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Shut up in themselves, 
Will hardly know 
That the white, white elves 
Have passed by their side, 
Have glistened and died. 
To others 'twill seem 
Like some fairy dream. 
While the wretched will fold 
In Darkness 'and cold 
Their rags and their tatters 
Still closer, and sigh, 
As they feel Death is nigh : 
" What matters ? " 



/n 



Ah, me ! 

To see 
Such misery, pain, and distress, 
By the side of a silken dress ! 

Eh, deajT ! 

To hear 
Such cryings of anguish and sin 
In the midst of voluptuous din ! 
To see such things; 
To hear such things, 
To a loving man what grief it brings I 
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And it makes the bell, that within me rings, 

Clash out as if in pain ; 

For a poet thinks and a poet sings. 

Though varied be his strain, 

How the wretched below, though buried in Night, 

By gazing above may discover the Light, 

And pleasures unspeakable gain, 

Where no one is weary, afflicted, or tired. 



And this is all that's required 
To render a Poet inspired. 




THE SEA OF LOVE. 

(from the German). 



>♦♦■ 




KNEW full well you loved but me, 
I saw your love within your eyes. 
Yet when you spake so bold and free, 
It seemed to take me by surprise. 

I climbed the hill ; I laughed in glee ; 

I lay me down to weep and cry. 
As gazing o'er the summer sea 

I watched the sunlight fade and die. 

My burning heart was all aglow, 
Just like the glorious sun above ; 

But soon it sank serenely slow 
Beneath a golden Sea of Love. 




AT THE WELL. 

(from the German). 



4»» 




MAIDEN stood still by a well one day, 
And how was the maiden to see or know 
That her pail was beginning to overflow, 
When she and her thoughts were so far away ? 
So far, far away. 



She gazed at the depths of the deep, deep well, 
And what did she care though the tears fell down ? 
She could easily brush them from off her gown. 
The water was silent, and never would tell — 
And never would tell. 



" I loved him," she cried ; " but the folks all say 
His heart, like himself, was aye ready to roam !" 
Then she lifted the pail, and went quietly home ; 
But Life and the pail were so heavy that day — 
So heavy that day. 





FOUND IN THE LOSING. 

(from the German). 

♦ »♦ 

'E thought not of Love as we walked 
side by side, 
And happily wandered along ; 
But parting for ever we bitterly cried 
To find that our love was so strong. 

We clung to each other in loving embrace. 

We kissed with a passionate sigh. 
Then looking each other awhile in the face, 

We tenderly whispered " Good bye !" 




A MEMORY. 

(from the German). 
♦ ♦♦ 

[& WISHED one day thy brows to bind 
With flowers ; but could no flowers find. 
Now find I flowers far and near, 
'Tis thou, alas, who art not here ! 

E 




GOOD NIGHT. 



4l^USHED are the wavi 
>j^ Soughing low. 
O'er grassy graves 

Night winds blow 

Softly, softly, silently slow 



Birds are at rest 

In the trees. 
Snug in their nest; 

Whilst the breeze 

Lulls lullabies to the leas, 
Where the poppy bends lowly its hejid 
As the fairy elves over it tread 

To dance and sing 

111 their magic ring, 
When Tfllilight is fled, 
And the t)e.y is dead. 



GOOD NIGHT, 
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But on high 

In the sky 
The stars twinkUng bright 

Shine reply, 

As I cry 
" Good Night ! Good Night !" 




. \ 




THE MAID AND THE SEA-GULL. 

(ballad). 



♦ ♦♦ 




H, tell me, where's my own true Love? 
Alas, where can he be ? 



He's gone in foreign lands to tove 
Across the foaming sea. 

Oh, tell me, why my love must roam 
So far away from me ? 



He's gone to make his love a home 
Across the foaming sea. 
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Oh, tell me, is my own love true ? 

Or is he false to me ? 



He's waiting wearily for you 
Across the foaming sea. 

If that be so, then haste away, 
And tell my love from me, 

That I will sail at break of day 
Across the foaming sea. 





TO MY LUTE. 



♦ ♦» 



N 




IjHERE ! Gently lie thee down, 
My friend of a happier day ! 
Thou never hast a frown, 

But sings to me sweet alway. 
Thy strings are just as fine 

As when they first sounded a note 
To circle and entwine 

Itself round the zephyrs that float 
From the land of the vine. 
Thou art mine ! 
So rest awhile, awhile be mute 
Until I call to thee, my Lute ! 



Thou and I 
In days gone by 
Have lived and loved together 
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\ 



Thou e'er hast been 

A friend, I ween, 
Who braved both wind and weather. 

Who in moments of bliss 

'Mid laughter and kiss. 
Would trill so rejoicingly — warn me as well, 
Like a loving confessor hid in his cell 

With voice sadly low ; 

When my folly would grow 

Into Sin and Shame, 

Thou arj: ever the same. 
But repose, trusty friend, for well dost thou know 

That silence is best 

When hearts are opprest. 

Then quietly rest 
And lie mute 

On my breast. 
Faithful Lute ! 



Throb— throb. 

Sigh and sob. 
Will come from thee soon, oh, my brother. 
When touched by the hand of another 

Thou soundest again 

O'er valley and plain. 
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A dirge o'er thy friend lying mute, 
Stiff and cold 'neath the sod^ 
But at rest with his God ; 

So peacefully resting, my Lute ! 





BY SO MUCH MORE. 



♦ ♦< 



|0U write that you have faults? Woe's 
me! 
Where you have one, why I have three. 




You write you are not good? How sad ! 
/ cannot writ6 I am not bad. 



You write you have a temper ? Know 
That tempered steel strikes surest blow. 



Write what you will ; but write above 
Your own dear signature, that we 

Veil not ; but rather cure with love 
Each other's conscious frailty. 




ALDERLIEFEST. 

("dearest one" in old saxon). 



» »» 




^ES, " Alderliefest ! " 
Thus do I name thee : 
Dearest of dear ones, 
Beloved of my life ! 
Nought shall affright thee ; 
Nothing come nigh thee, 
Hurtful or ill ! 



Yes, " Alderliefest ! " 
Word of old Saxon, 
Word of the Rovers, 
The Sea-kings of old. 
Fine speech they knew not ; 
Fine speakers do not 
Deeds such as theirs. 



ALDERLIEFEST. 59 

Yes, " Alderliefest !" 
Name of full meaning ! 
Thiis do I call thee 
And press thee to heart. 
Rest there, my dear one, 
Making thy hair one 
Shroud for us both. 



Yes, " Alderliefest 1" 
Dearest of dear ones ! 
Closer, still closer 
Clasp thy arms round me ! 
Death cannot sever 
Souls knit together — 
Death we defy ! 





THE TIME OF DAY. 



♦ »» 




LEVEN o'clock, the Chimes ring out. 

j They scarce are heard 'midst the noise and 



shout. 
They hear no chime, those sons of Leisure, 
They heed not time, those maids of Pleasure. 
^* Lost hours ? Ah, well, we'll find them to-morrow ! '' 
Alas, they'll discover with wailing and sorrow, 
Though now treating hours as very cheap stuif, 
That, dying, they will not have minutes enough. 



Twelve o'clock the chimes ring out. 

A man's just died in a drinking bout. 

Death breaks on Life without much warning ; 

There's but a bell 'twixt Night and Morning. 

Some go to bed early ; some go late. 

One dies at eighty ; another at eight. 

No matter what hour, when Sleep has begun ; 

Then working is over — the day is done. 



L'-^a^o^ 


^jfi^% 




AWg 


^f^^ 


«^^^^^i 


I^^N 




^P 


s^^s 


5^^^^^ 


^^^ 


s 


^ 


f^^ 



PAST SUMMER. 



♦ ♦♦ 




AST ni^ht to deck your hair, 
I soiight some flowers fair. 
Alas, I sought in vain. 
For, battered down by rain 
Or killed with chilly blast, 
Their beauty now is past. 
Ah, truly Summer's flown, 
The bare trees sadly moan 
O'er children leaves all dead. 
Laid still on Earth's cold bed. 
And now, as Winter nears. 
Fast flow the heaven's tears. 
The winds sad dirges sigh — 
All Nature seems to vie 
In mourning sunny hours, 
Calm days 'neath leafy bowers, 



L 
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Sunsets that glowed with peace, 
The birds that could not cease 
From warbling their delight 
In copses* shady light. 
Poor birds ! no more you play, 
Midst breezes sweet with hay. 
Between the sheltering nooks 
O'erhanging babbling brooks. 
The Summer's gone too fast ! 
It cannot always last. 



Our summer, too, has flown. 

And I perforce must moan 

O'er days with gladness bright, 

When hearts were — ah, so light ; 

With never a trouble or fear, 

And scarcely a glistening tear. 

Save one distilled from joy. 

The days were one long kiss. 

The evenings, dreams of bliss. 

Two little birds were we 

Twitt'ring on Love's tree. 

And though a shower came 

(With others rests the blame), 

A shower of sighs and tears, 

Sad thoughts, dead hopes, dar|c fears. 
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The bright sun shone again, 
And pierced the clouds of pain. 
Once more our love we told, 
And whispered the tale of old ; 
While contrast made the light 
Seem purer and more bright. 
Ah, Love ! those days are past ! 
They could not always last ! 



Fly, love, fly ! 
Alas, that I 
Must say " good-bye " 
To what has been 
A passing sheen 
O'er Life's dark way ! 
Tis hard to say 
Farewell for aye ! 
To think my heart 
From thine apart 
Can throb and beat. 
To think I eat. 
And sleep — ^aye, smile, 
Look happy ; while 
I feel 'tis true 
That you, e'en you 
Must ne'er be mine 
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Oh, that a vine, 

In form so fair, 

Should ever bear 

Grapes from whose juice 

Time will produce 
A spirit of such evil force. 
To drink it were to drink Remorse. 





WHAT I WRITE, AND HOW 

I WRITE. 



»»♦ 



pNG time I mused, then wrote a word 
In the still night. 
Methought some quiet voice I heard — 
" What dost thou write ?" 




Startled, I raised my weary head 

In the still night ; 
And looked around to see who said : 

" What dost thou write ?" 



Now, other voices whispered there. 

In the still night. 
Above — in front — behind my chair : 

" What dost thou write ?" 
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" Who are ye ?" fearfully I cried 

In the still night. 
" The souls of poets," one replied ; 

"What dost thou write ? 



" We know thy thoughts are true and pure 

In the still night. 
Thoughts fade — but written words endure. 

What dost thou write ? 



" We wander here 'twixt earth and sky 

In the still night. 
Our souls like written words ne'er die. 

What dost thou write ? 



" Description is not Poet's work 

In the still night. 
Peace-bringing thoughts within thee lurk- 

What dost thou write ? 



*'Some erring ones have gone astray 

In the still night. 
Thy words may help them to the day- 

What dost thou write ? 
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" Thou hast a gift — ^then use it well 

In the still night. 
Gifts are to keep, and not to sell — 

What dost thou write ?" 



It passed away, that question strange, 

In the still night. 
It could not but my thoughts derarig 

What dost thou write ? 



'* My God !" I cried, " I cannot see 

In the still night. 
Thy Word is Light — I come to Thee — 

What dost Thou write P'' 



I read and prayed, then saw quite clear 

In the still night. 
Words caught from Heaven, do God's work here.- 

Those words I'll write. 



I heard a quiet voice again 

In the still night, 
'* Thanks, friend, your words have eased my pain. 

How dost thou write ? 
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" Dost read old tales of olden times 

In the stilt night, 
And study metres, feet, and rhymes ? 

How dost thou write f" 



" My friend," I said ; " I think of men 

In the dark Night, 
Who see not God — His Love ; and then 

I pray — and write." 




WAIT, LOVE, WAIT. 

(a song). 



>♦♦- 




'E wandered forth one morning 
Did my love and I ; 
But I gave a gentle warning 

As I looked towards the sky, 
For I saw that rain was near 

As we stood beside the gate; 
It might only be a shower, 
Yet I thought it, best to wait. 



Wait, love; wait, love! 

Wait a little while, 
Till the sky is clear above. 

Till the heavens smile. 
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Soon the clouds will pass away 
Scattered by the sun's bright ray : 
Full of light will be the day, 
Then wait, love, wait ! 
Wait, love, wait ! 



We wandered forth one morning, 

Did my love and I, 
But I dared not give a warning, 

Though I could not help a sigh ; 
For I saw that love was mine 

As we stood beside the gate ; 
It would only take a minute, 

Yet I thought it best to wait. 



Wait, love ; wait love ; 

Wait a little while ! 
Till the sky is clear above. 

Till the heavens smile. 
Soon all doubts will pass away. 
Duty's call I must obey — 
I will tell you all one day ; 

Then wait, love, wait ! 
Wait, love, wait 1 




A LAY OF MODERN ENGLAND. 



♦ »♦■ 




|E freedom-loving Englishmen, 
Who boast of England's fame ! 
Come list awhile I tell a tale 

Of proud Old England's shame 1 
The tale of how an Englishman 
Was left to meet his doom — 
Alas ! and such an Englishman — 
The Hero of Khartoum. 



Go silently ye boys and girls 

Of high and low degree, 
And England's tender mother-hearts 

Come weep and mourn with me ! 
Mourn him who scorned indignantly 

To save himself by flight ; 
But stayed to guard the weaker ones 

A truly loyal knight ! 
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Around Khartoum were gathering, 

With horse and spear and shield, 
Fierce hordes of Arab warriors. 

Who knew not how to yield ; 
Whose ancestors, the Saracens, 

Saw Coeur de Lion depart ; 
But Gordon would not budge an inch- 

A nobler lion-heart. 



Within Khartoum was murmuring 

And sullen discontent, 
Por England's head had basely said 

That help could not be sent. 
His friends were dead ; no English voice 

Could help, advise, or cheer. 
All, all alone, he still held on, 

The man who knew not fear. 



Without Khartoum the enemy 

No rest or quiet knew ; 
For though the men in garrison 

Were tired out and few. 
Still Gordon made them heroes. 

As fighting day by day, 
He shewed them what a man can do, — 

An Englishman at bay ! 
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There came at length a messenger, 

And right good news he bore : 
The Guards were coming up the Nile 

With many a hundred score 
Of English lads and English men, 

Led on by one to whom 
The whole world looked to save at last 

The Hero of Khartoum. 



But Nature is a mighty foe — 

As weeks went quickly by — 
New obstacles appeared in view 

Man's skill andi force to try. , . 
While doubtless oft on Khartoum's walls 

Would Gordon watch and wait, 
Straining his eyes to see some sign 

Of those who came too late. 



Stabbed treacherously and suddenly, 

Brave Gordon fell and died ; 
The garrison had been betrayed, 

The Arabs were inside ! 
And shrieks of woe and savage joy. 

With howls of bitter pain, 
Made this his last sad dying thought, 

" My work has been in vain 1" 
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In vain ? That surely cannot be ! 

What though the Arabs killed, 
Ay, tortured all those tender ones 

For whom his blood was spilled ! 
His life and death were not in vain, 

If copying him, we try 
To live more like we men should live, 

And die as men should die : 



To live a grand unselfish life ; 

Against all wrong to fight : . 
Fulfil our duty honestly, 

Simply because it*s right : 
Defend the weak from injury. 

Light up the poor man's room 
With words and help, as Gordon did — 

The Hero of Khartoum. 



Ah, wretched was the fate of him 

Who let the Arabs in, 
Who gave those wives and children up 

To torture, death, and sin ! 
But far more wretched should they be. 

And more pronounced their doom, 
Who thus abandoned to his fate 

The Hero of Khartoum. 
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Ye freedom-loving Englishmen, 

Who boast of England's fame ! 
How relish ye this truthful tale 

Of proud old England's shame ? 
Youths, maidens, men, and mothers, weep 1 

Ay ! — softly, lightly tread ! 
True Chivalry has lost a son, 

For General Gordon's dead I 








A RAINY SABBATH EVE. 



,|[^31HE rain comes slowly pattering down, 
J5k' The night is cold and dark, 
All silent is the sleeping town 
Seen ghost-like through the park. 



My chair is near the window's bow, 
The curtains still undrawn ; 

The lamp behind me shaded low 
Shines palely o'er the lawn. 



'Tis Sabbath eve ; my wife's soft voice 
Is raised in soothing hymn ; 

Sweet words that bid me to rejoice 
Come from her corner dim. 
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i 

Our hearts are calm and sorrow-light, 

As ships at dawn of day, 
That long have battled through the night, 

Lie anchored in a bay. 



I think o'er days of toil — aye, shame, 

O'er many a slip and fall, 
And inwardly I bless His name 

Who aided me through all. 



Contented thoughts, like sunny rays, 
Are lighting up my brain. 

I scarcely know on what I gaze, 
The mist of falling rain. 



But ah ! it seems as though the glas^ 
Would shatter 'gainst my face. 

Surely the rain cries, " I will pass !'* 
I rise and change my place. 



"Dear wife," I say, "this darksome night 
The wretched houseless roam \ 

Pray God to guide them with His light. 
And bring them safely home. 




ON THE RIVER. 



■♦♦♦■ 




||INY wavelets rippling by me, 
(jygjf Glistening in the noon-day light, 
Lazy on the bank I lie me, 

Watching as they pass from sight. 
In the distance hear I singing. 

Now a boat comes round the turn. 
Shade and colour with it bringing, 

Happy maidens at the stem. 



All the scenes in beauty glowing 

Pass before their tranquil gaze ; 
Steadily a youth is rowing. 

Heeding not the sun's fierce blaze. 
Now his lower tones are greeting 

Their clear notes in tuneful lay. 
Hearts in unison are beating — 

He is happy — so are they. 
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Mighty thoughts are o*er me stealing, 

Thoughts of how we men should act, 
So that loved ones may be feeling 

Nought but peace around Life's tract. 
Though the task be hard and dreary, 

Cheerfully obey the call-*- 
Loved ones' singing to the weary 

Fully compensates for all. 





THE STORM IN HARVEST- 



♦ ♦ » 




ARDLY one little hour ago, 



And blue was all the heavens could show. 
Not a speck of cloud, not a breath of wind, 
Could I in Nature's Kingdom find. 
But now how altered is the scene ! 
No longer children on the green 
In playful sport chase time away, 
Enjoying sunshine while they may. 
The sweeping sound of the severing steel 
No longer makes the proud corn reel. 
The fields are deserted — the children run home 
To wait till the fatherly reapers come. 



Soddenly, sullen sounds their tread ; 
From their faces the smile of hope has fled. 
Into barns they go to pile up there 
What little they've stored this rainy year. 



■.!■ 



THE STORM IN HARVEST. 

Alas ! alas ! they know too well 

What yon specks of black on the blue foretell 

Their work in the fields must take a doze 

When Nature into mourning goes. 

The heavy waggons trundle by 

Laden with fruit of husbandry. 

The timid maids to shelter leap, 

For the sky above begins to weep. 

Down come the teardrops one by one. 

The windows are closed, for the storm's begun. 

Let us look inside, and see how here 
The good wife strives her man to cheer. 
His soothing pipe she fills with weed 
(A solace sure in every need.) 
The supper drives away his frown 
(The rain outside still pelters down.) 
The well-used Bible then is read, 
Thanks given to God for present bread ; 
And then they get them all to bed. 




THREE SUMMER DAYS 

(song). 



-♦-•-♦- 




MET my love a-walking 
One sunny summer day. 
And we two fell a-talking, 

A-talking by the way. 
Flowers round us springing, 
Birds above us singing. 

Oh, our lives were gay 
> That sunny summer day. 



I met my love a-crying 

One cloudy, summer day ; 
And we ^wo fell a-sighing, 

But nothing did we say. 
Corn towards me bending, 
Sympathy seemed lending. 

As I passed away 

That cloudy summer (day. 



THREE SUMMER DAYS. 
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I found my love a-sleeping 
One rainy summer day, 

And I then fell a-weeping 
Over where she lay. 

Grass and sod between us, 

Darksome yews to screen us, 
There I learned to pray 
That rainy summer day. 





TWO FADED FLOWERS, 



♦ ♦» 




FADED lily hath its place 
Beneath my mother's winsome face, 
(The beauteous forms I no more see 
Have still a present charm for me), 
Though folded is each bell-shaped tent, 
There yet remains a waving scent 
That lingers ever in the air, 
And brings to mind how finely fair 
The lily's drooping petals were. 



My mother faded long ago— 
Death's chilly blast did o'er her blow. 
Her semblance only now I see ; 
Yet when those eyes seem fixed on me. 



TIVO FADED FLOWERS. 

The scent of bygone words and deeds 
{Bright-coloured flowers — ay, and weeds) 
Reminds me lonely standing here 
Of her I held so fondly dear— 
A sigh escapes me — and a tear ! 




AN EVENING AT CHATSWORTH. 



-•-•-•■ 




'ATURE'S soft mists disclose the hills they hide. 
The moon, just risen, claims from wand'ring 
eyes 
Attention, fixed and constant. Kine low home. 
Ripples the streamlet by, and 'neath yon bridge 
Reflects the night-lamps' rays, then hurries on 
To where it sleeps in leafy -curtained pools. 



I thank Thee, Lord, for evenings such as this. 

Thou teachest me a lesson by Thy works 

How hills of Sin are shaded by Thy grace. 

I only see enough to know how great. 

How lofty were they — insurmountable ; 

I only see enough to make me mind 

The Mercy God that hides them from my heart, 

And every thought is drawn to Thee above. 

Shining through all the clouds of Doubt and Fear, 
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My life's a stream — in peace it now may flow, 
And though Earth's lights be mirrored on its &ce, 
Soon will Death's bridge be past, and then, at last 
There's rest for aye beneath Thy sheltering Love. 





ON LEAVING BADEN BADEN. 



♦ ♦♦ 



WVE weeks of happiness, content and joy ! 
A dream of Eden's bliss ! 
A chain of pleasure — pure, witljout alloy ! 
From Nature's lips — a kiss ! 




And now, alas, I hasten back 
From pine-tops green to chimneys black ; 
From castles, brooks, and moonlit nights, 
To gin-shops, gutters, flaring lights. 



From Kursaal music to the city's din — 
From bowers of Innocence to haunts of Sin ! 
Baden — to say " adieu " is too great pain ! 
Rather I change it to " Auf Wiederseh'n !" 




ONLY. 

(song). 



♦ ♦» 




NLY two lives parted, love, 
Never again to meet ! 
Are we broken-hearted, love ? 
Are those lives less sweet ? 
Only a year ago, love, 

Happy lovers we. 
Lucky we did not know, love, 
All that was to be. 



All that was to be, love ; 
All we could not see, love ; 
All t)ie pain of future years ; 
All the bitter sighs and tears ! 
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Only a little flow'r, love, 

Scentless, faded, dead ! 
Has it lost its power, love ? 

Is its beauty fled ? 
Only a withered leaf, loye, 

Plucked one day for me, 
Tells of pain and gri^t, love, 

All that is to be 1 



All that is to be, love ; 
All we cannot see, love ; 
All the pain of future years ; 
All the bitter sighs and tears \ 




A STORY OF TEL-EL-KEBIR. 

(song). 



»♦• 




||W0 little comrades, we boys, 
In childish happy days ; ^ 

Of England's noble heroes 

We often read the praise. 
We vowed that we'd be soldiers. 

We vowed that we would fight 
For England, Home, and beauty. 

And battle for the Right ; 
And then we'd march together 

With our little sword and gun. 
And shouting, laughing, charge and cry 

" They run, they run, they run !" 
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'Nothing but the cold steell' Stop me, then, who 

durst? 
, . . . Ah, now we leap the trenches, boys .... 

and I — yes, I am first ! " 





A HARBOUR TRAGEDY. 



E^E sit alone on the good ship's deck, 
In the morning cold and grey ; 
Watching the stars all twinkle out, 

And waiting for the day. 
All is still in the old sea town, 

The busy ones at rest ; 
But the lights upon the silent quay 

Shine through the water's breast : 
Like beacons of love they seem to me. 

Shining far beneath the sea 
On the glassy eyes ot The Twenty-Three 

(Whose story I will tell to thee). 

Tis nearly fifty years ago 
{That's long before our time, you know), 
When ten fine boats, with yo, heave ho ! 
With canvas patched of reddish brown 
Sailed away from this same old town. 



I 
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Twenty-three, both boys and men, 
Went far away in those stout ships ten — 
Far away on the seas to roam. 
To work for loved ones left at home. 
But in spite of sighs and tears and prayers. 
Through all these dreary fifty years. 
Sad, straining eyes, on yonder quay. 
Have never beheld The Twenty-Three. 

But once a night in every week, 
Those masts and ropes are heard to creak. 
And ten fine ships go sailing out, 
Whilst weird, sad voices seefn to shout, 
As they cross the bar, and reach the sea : 
" Ah, woe to us. The Twenty-Three ! " 
(Whose story now I*ve told to thee). 




TRUE LOVE 



♦ ♦♦ 




XPLAIN True Love ? 
Say, can you move 
Yon rock that overhangs the sea, 
And hurl it into mystery 
Of fathomless immensity ? 



Firm as that rock doth true Love stand- 

Unmovable by any hand. 

Yet that same task I set to you. 

If need should be, True Love could do. 



God's tears fell once from Heav'n above, 
To drOwn our struggling doubts and fears. 
You cannot understand God's tears ? 
You cannot understand True Love. 



H 



THE DYING SCHOOLBOY. 



♦ »♦ 




•T is kind of you, sir, to come 

And see a poor boy like me. 

I ij^ven't done all I should, 

And I don't think Fve tried to be good ; 
But, you see, 

I wasn't brought up like some. 

With a home, and a father and mother. 

Or even an elder brother. 

To show me the Right from the Wrong. 



Oh, bother ! This task is too long ! 
Why can't Jones do it himself? 
/didn't take cribs from the shelf! 



Hi, cave/ There's Goggles, the prying old brute ! 
It doesn't hurt him if we do take the fruit. 
♦ ♦ ■* 

Where am I ? Oh, yes, I remember all now : 
The apples — the climb — and the fall from the bough. 
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I'm sure, from the way Dr. Thistleton looked, 
He thinks that I'm pretty well done for, and booked I 
Fancy dying ! How strange ! Yet I don't seem to care. 
But this throbbing and aching ! That is hard to bear. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

How dark it's all getting ! — it must be past eight — 
Ah, yes, there's the prayer-bell ; I wonder who's late ! 

« « -N- 

They must have done prayers, but they're making no 

row; 
I'm afraid that / should be, if I were there now. 
What a trouble and nuisance I've been to them all ! 
And yet everyone's been so kind since my fall. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Nurse, nurse ! Who's in there ? Why, hurrah ! it's 

Fred \ 
I thought you'd come up before going to bed. 
Oh come, here — I say, Fred, you mustn't cry : 
I don't somehow mind, though I am going to die \ 
But, Fred, there's just one thought that makes me 

feel low — 
Whatever will Emily do when I go ? 
My dear little sister ! I wish she were here ! 
(Well, yes, I suppose, Fred, that was a tear). 
You'll look to her, Fred, as much as you can ? 
Oh, yes, of course, you're not like a man \ 
But do what you're able ! Now promise me this ! 



346316B 



loo BUDS AND BLOSSOMS. 

Must he go, Nurse ? Thanks, Fred — Fred — give me 

a kiss. 
Good night, then, old chap — if you really must go! 
Good night! and remember — youVe promised, you 

know! 

♦ * ♦ * 

Going home? going home? — why, what's that they 

said? 
See my father and mother ? I thought they were dead. 
Yet, look ! there they stand, the same as of old ! 
I can just remember them ! 

« « « 

Cold ! It's so cold ! 



Is that the new home ? What a beautiful place ! 
I hear some one singing, " Redeemer and Grace. 
Jesus — has loved me ; — ^Jesus — my brother ? 
Yes — this is home 1 — There can be no other ! 



n 




MEETING AND PARTING. 



♦ ♦♦ 




^ALKING along by the cliffs, 
Watching the foaming spray ; 
It seemed that the meeting and parting 

Must crumble the rocks away. 
One wave must itself have been trimming 

Ere to his love he did flow ; 
For he towered his crest so proudly, 
And looked down on his rivals below. 



^* Ha, ha ! " laughed the wave, " I am hand- 
some; 

w 

"Ha, ha! " laughed the billow, "I'm strong;" 
But, in trying to reach o'er the others. 

He buried himself in the throng ; 
And another one rose behind him. 

Looking as proud as he ; 
And he caught the rock and kissed her. 

Then laughed right merrily. 



\ 



102 BUDS AND BLOSSOMS. 

But, alas, they had to sever, 

So he tore himself away ' 
And left, as a memento. 

The purest jewel of spray. 
And a groan arose from the ocean. 

As he sank in his briny bier. 
There, bright on the rock's pale forehead, 

I marked it — her lover's tear. 



'Tis years since I watched that parting. 

And now I am here again ; 
The sight that lies before me. 

Quite fills my heart with pain. 
For the rock has crumbled to pieces, 

Tis dangerous near to go ; 
And a mournful dirge arises. 

Chanted by wavelets below. 





ON BEING ASKED 
MY OPINION OF LONDON 



♦ »» 




Y gentle Bess, 
I must confess 
That London hath its charms for me. 
The busy humming, 
The going and coming. 
The bustle and din — 
Aye, sorrow and sin — 
Are waves of one grand human sea. 



In tiny tripplings, 
Gentle ripplings 

Play hide-and-seek along the shore 
Pursue, retreat. 
With motion fleet. 
Then reach the land, 
Sink into sand — 

The sea flows calmly as before. 
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Some maidens sweet, 

Pass down the street 
Without a thought of sin or shame. 

But yet, in sport 

They laugh, and court 

The eyes of men — 

And then, and then 
They sink — the street seems just the same. 

The billows high 

In grandeur vie ; 
They struggle, rise, roar, fume in rage ; 

But seldom share. 

In what they bear — 

The wealth untold. 

Rich spices, gold, 
And works of artist, poet, sage. 



And thus in strife. 

Men pass their life ; 
They plan, they labour, hope, and fear. 

Bearing in pain, 

A child of gain ; 

They see it not. 

But die — and rot, 
While others eat what they cooked here. 



MY OPINION OF LONDON. 

Thus, gentle Bess, 
I must confess, 

Though London hath its charms for me, 
Yet, in full sooth. 
To me, " poor youth," 
Clear stream and wood 
Show peace and good 

More than this restless, surging sea. 







REST. 



♦ ♦» 




(jALM, calm, and never a wind 
The ocean's surface stirred ; 
Troubles and cares all left behind, 
With a thoughtfully quiet and peaceful mind, 

Methought I softly heard — 

Like the far-off note of some far bird. 
That, skimming o'er the water's breast, 
Calls to the young ones in its nest, 

In a silvery tone — the silvery word, 
" Rest." 



'Tis years ago, 
And yet in the flow 
Of the city's toil and strife ; 
Through hard, dull days, when all goes wrong. 
And pushed by the hustling, bustling throng, 
I weary of my life — 



J 



FEST, I or 

— 

High in the air, 

Above the glare 
Of the lamps and the smoke and the din — 

Soft, sweet, yet clear, 

That voice I hear, 
And they vanish — Toil, Sorrow, and Sin ! 

One calm moment blest 

By the thought in my breast 

That what is, is best ; 

And I work with new zest. 
In hopes, perchance, to win a place 'mong men > 
Fulfil my duty here — to die — ^and then — 

Rest ! 




FOR A LITTLE WHILE 

(in a lady's ALBUM.) 



■♦♦♦■ 




||W0 rippling brooks 
'Neath shady nooks 
Of waving fern and bended tree, 
Just by a mossy bank divided, 
Whispering to each other, glided 

To the sea. 



With bound and start. 

Too soon they part, 
No longer comrades may they be ; 
Still they have hopes of once more meeting. 
With many a joyous happy greeting, 
By the Sea. 



FOR A LITTLE WHILE. 

Dear Friend, 'lis thus our lives have met ; 
And though, perchance, we both regret 
What inighi have been, but cannot be ; 

Reading this lay, 

Hope that we may, 

For aye and aye, 

Meet by the Sea, 
Where all the past shall only seem 
The mem'ry of a curious dream. 




SUNSET AND SUNRISE, 

(a song.) 



-^♦4- 




\\ ILENTLY my ship is sailing 
O'er the summer sea ; 
Thou art standing at the window 

Looking after me. 
Soft the golden beams are sinking 

With a calm and quiet grace : 
Symbols of my lingering glances 
On thy fading face. 



Many summer suns will set, love, 

Ere I come again — 
Come to claim thee, mine for ever, 

Sailing o'er the main. 
Then the sun shall rise in splendour, 

Just above yon eastern sea : 
J shall see thee at the window 

Looking out for me. 



RESURRECTION. 



■•♦» 




;IGH shrieked the winds; a storm rushed 
through the night. 

I walked along the shore : 
From out my cloak I snatched a locket bright, 
And hurled it from me — far, far out of sight : 

" I'll never see thee more ! " 
Such was my thought ; but, lo ! next morn a wave 

Bore it again to land, 
And while I gazed o'er what I deemed its grave, 

I found it in the sand. 



Rage ruled our minds; right cruel words we spake 

Of what had been before. 
From out my life I vowed thenceforth to take 
All things I once esteemed for her false sake. 

" ril never love thee more." 



113 BUDS AND BLOSSOMS. 

Such was my thought; but, ah 1 how mem'iy dread 

Oft causes me to start ; 
For while I muse on Love I deem long dead, 

I find it in my heart I 




WASTE AND WANT. 



^I^^H, what a world of want it is ! 

ylMg For each one wants what others have. 

While many waste what each one wants ; 

And so we want into the grave. 
Could each the want of others see, 
How minished Waste and Want would be ! 




THE POET'S PURPOSE, 



»»» 




JOW will it fare, my purpose of To-day ? 
I ask the question, but should fear to know 
Certainly sure how future years will show 
Me to my future self. Perchance I may 
E'en now have missed the goal and gone astray. 
The road to true achievement must be slow. 
Shall I of plodding on impatient grow, 
And let some Siren lure me from the way ? 



Some Siren singing, " Rest upon thy fame ! 

Rest, tired spirit ! Listen ! Chime on chime 

Of mellow praises echo to all time 
The silvery sounds of thy immortal name !" 
So many halt — shall I, too, do the same, 

And, gazing back, like them forget to climb ? 




THE BETRAYED.* 



♦ 4» 




JOW from my ever-crowded mind 
Can I expel the bitter thought ? 
Alas, too surely do I find 

It comes unbidden and unsought ! 



To flee away does not avail. 

I cannot flee, or else I might 
Forget the pain — suppress the wail 

My heart sends shrieking through the night 1 



What is, will now for ever be. 

And I can only bow to fate ; 
Again his words recur to me : 

" I'm married now — you've come too late." 



* Marriages between Englishwomen and Frenchmen are not 
valid in France, unless celebrated in that country. 
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Oh, could but Time together bring 
Me and my loved one once again ! 

All care, all thought away I'd fling. 
To sink beneath oblivion's main. 



The curious worldlings, gaping, saw 

Me spurned — denied the name of wife > 

Expecting I would ask from Law 
What I had lost. Can Law give Life ?' 



They cannot guess — they do not feel 
Like I, as though some hand had tore 

My very heart with burning steel. 
What I Kave lost exists no more ! 



They ask me why I do not try 
To right myself. I say it's Pride, 

Or blank Indifference — then cry 
My soul out in a tear-wave tide. 



Whate'er I think — whate'er they say — 
The awful fact remains the same. 

I dare not hope — I only pray 

For Death's kind cloak to hide my shame. 



THE BETRAYED. 



Frail victim of his broken vow, 
Let him be free — do what he will ! 

He never loved, I see it now ! 
Whilst I — ah, heaven, I love him still ! 




THE EXILE'S CHRISTMAS 

EVE. 



■♦♦♦■ 



AD memories come crowding o'er me — 
Sad memories of Time and Place ; 
Loved happy scenes pass all before me, 
While hot tears trickle down my face. 




My Christmas happiness has vanished ; 

Can I be ever happy more ? 
From homely love and kindred banished — 

An exile on a far-off shore ! 



Cease, cease, oh tears, your foolish flowing^ 
Cease, cease, my heart, to wildly beat ; 

Close, close, oh taunting album showing 
The dear forms that I cannot greet." 



THE EXILES CHRISTMAS EVE. 

The merry dance and jovial drinking 
Entice me not to sadly gneve ; 

But sisters, friends, of you I'm thinking, 
This lonely, weary Christmas Eve. 




SUNDAY EVENING. 




^OW filled with melody the solemn bells, 
As, chiming mellowly, they rise and fall 
In sweet vibrations ! Now to one and all 
Their deep-voiced chief in halting §olo tells 
The hour for prayer is nigh. How grandly swells 
The mighty organ from within ! Birds call 
Their twittering mates to listen. On the wall 
They sit and chirrup. In the shady dells 
Each humble flow'r lowly bows its head. 
Elms bend before the evening breeze and wave 
Their fretted shadows over aisle and nave. 
The hymn is sung, the final blessing said — 
Forms pass and fade — then all around seems dead : 
For all is still and silent as the grave. 



as- 




REST IN THE SHADE. 

(song.) 



■MiJ^VER the hard, hard stones, 
^^fl/ Across the crowded street, 
A maiden walked, and in silv'ry tones 

Sang melodies strangely sweet. 
And men were too busy lo hear 

Or heed the carolled words ; 
But they warbled responses from far and near. 

Did the listening birds. 



" Toiling and striving, bustling of feet, 
Till in the churchyard quietly laid. 

Morning and noontide, labour and heat ; 
Twilight and evening, rest in the shade." 
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Then at the close of day, 

Across the crowded street, 
She walked and sang on her homeward way 

Those melodies strangely sweet. 
But men to their pleasures sped. 

Nor stayed to hear her words. 
But they circled and whirled above her head,' 

Did the listening birds. 



" Toiling and striving, bustling of feet, 
Till in the churchyard quietly laid ; 

Morning and noontide, labour and heat, 
Twilight and evening, rest in the shade." 



Under the hard, hard stones, 

x\nd near the crowded street. 
Men laid one day with her dear lost ones 

The form of that maiden sweet. 
And the birds all gathered from east and west 

To carry her spirit above, 
Far, far away to her longed-for rest. 

To the Home of Love, 
Far, far away, to her longed-for rest ; 

Far to the Home of Love. 




DRIFTING. 

(impromptu.) 



jl LOWLY, slowly the ship drifts on 

Under the beams of the pate moon wan j 
Fanned by the flapping of sails in the wind, 
Dreaming, I muse over friends left behind. 




Softly, softly murmur the waves, 

As rustles the grass over green, green graves ; 

Sadly, so sadly, my heart breathes a sigh, 

I know not for what, alnd I know not for why^ 



Gazing, gazing ever above, 

Trusting and hoping in heavenly love ; 

Calm is the ocean, calm is my breast. 

My way is God's way, and God's way is best^ 




LONG AGO 




'HEN evening shadows fill the room, 
And embers cast a ruddy glow 
That struggles 'gainst the coming gloom, 

'Tis then that thoughts of long ago 
Crowd through my mind, as sitting there 
I leave awhile the toil and care 

Of present life, and only know 
The happy days and faces fair 
Of Long Ago. 



before my half-closed eyes I see 
A country village ; lying low 

Between a rise of upland lea 
And woody hills, where long ago 

I spent beneath the sylvan shade 

Such merry days ; or half afraid, 
At twilight watched the breezes blow 

The dead leaves up and down the glade, 
So Long Ago ! 



LONG AGO. 

And lordly towers grandly rise 

Above the valley far below ; 
Again I gaze with awe-struck eyes 

On massy walls built long ago 
By Rutland's earls of mighty fame : 
Why, even now, the very name 

Of Belvoir sets my heart aglow. 

And lightens up with mem'ry's flame 

The Long Ago. 

The stately church, its lofty spire ; 

The Deven's rippling shallow flow ; 
The graves of village dame and sire, 

The monuments of long ago. 
All pass belore me, one by one. 
These still remain ; but there are none, 

Or very few, who'd care to know 

Where I have been, or what I've done. 

Since Long Ago. 



IN MEMORIAM. 

(Prince Leopold, Duke of Albany, died 28th March, 1884.) 



-♦-• 




GENTLE scholar now has found the truth, 
And sees above the Light he sought below. 
Living in weakness from his earliest youth, 
Death made him strong with strength we cannot 
know. 



Snatched from the midst of worldly pomp and pride- 
From those who centred all their pride in him : 

He passed to greater glory when he died. 
And now rejoices, though our eyes are dim. 



Bereaved Wife ! To you we would express 
Our deepest sympathy in this your grief. 

Beloved Princess ! Ah, but you well guess 
What hearts are feeling, e'en if words be brief. 



IN MEMORIAM. 
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All England mourns with England's Widow-Queen ; 

For has not England lost, like her, a son ? 
If any meriting that name have been, 

Prince Leopold, true Christian gentleman, was one. 

Most Gracious Sovereign ! Your fast-ftowing tears 
Will surely serve to keep his mem'ry green. 

God comfort you ! and calm our anxious fears. 
As fervently we pray : Ck)d Save the Queen ! 





SPIRIT-FLIGHT, 

(sonnet.) 




[& LAY beneath the shadow-shading trees, 
A-gazing upwards with my mortal eyes 
To watch my spirit soaring through the skies 
Far, far above the foliage-kissing breeze. 
My heart's best loved one sate and held my head 
Soft pillowed on her lap, a-tween her hands. 
And sang to me anent the mighty dead 
Who wander bodiless beside the strands 
Of that Hereafter's calm ethereal seas. 



Her spirit joined with mine in heavenward flight. 
Borne high aloft on pinions of sweet sound. 

Each note appeared to wing us nearer Light. 

A footstep ! Ah, dark clouds of Earth and Night,. 
Our spirits' tear-blood falling fast to ground. 




WANDERLAND. 



♦ ♦» 



ARK pines overhead, 
Fallen leaves (Jead 
Weary my tread. 




Walking alone, 
Friendless, unknown; 
Sighing and moan. 

Avenue long ; 
Demons in throng 
Tempting to Wrong. 



Mire and sloam. 
Fated to roam, 
Longing for home. 
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Maiden in white. 
Demons take flight 
Hurled left and right. 

Rest on the way ; 
Wishing to stay 
Resting for aye. 

Time not yet come, 
Fated to roam, 
Longing for home. 

Pathway divides ; 
Foliage hides — 
True Love abides. 

Walking alone: 
Someone to own, 
Never a groan. 

Angels overhead, 
Past follies dead ; 
Steady my tread. 

Joyous refrain ; 
Maiden again ; 
End of the lane. 




4t 



THE MIGHT HAVE BEEN." 

(song.) 



♦ ♦» 




;APPY were we, 
' Over the lea, 



Through the bracken heather ; 
Singing in joy. 
Maiden and boy, 
Roaming once together. 
Ah, those days ne'er come again ; 
Now our lives are full of pain ; 
This our cry through misty rain, 
In all the stormy weather : — 



" Oh, for the hopes of days gone by ! 

Oh, for youth's golden sheen ! 
Heavy hearts moan, and sadly sigh, 

* Oh, for the might have been ! * " 
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Angrily red. 
Foolish words said. 
Thus one day we parted ; 
Stubborn self-will, 
Love with us still, 
Proud, yet broken-hearted. 
Telling Love to go away, 
Wishing Love would ever stay, 
Thinking words we would not say, 
And hiding wounds that smarted. 



Oh, for the hopes of days gone by, 
Oh, for youth's golden sheen ! 

Heavy hearts moan and sadly sigh : 
" Oh, for * the Might have been !' " 



Such is our life : 
Trouble and strife. 
Parting, grief, and sorrow. 
Groping our way 
Blindly to-day, 
Dreading each to-morrow. 
Ah, but why this sigh and tear? 
Love one day will shine so clear, 
And from all the shadow here 
Brighter radiance borrow ! 



" THE MIGHT HA VE BEEN." 

Oh, for the days that are to be ! 

Oh, for the future bliss ! 
Happy hearts then will know and see 

Why they had pain in this. 





KNOTS. 



»»# 




HEAR you hint a subject for my muse : 

Yes, out of " knots," there's something I can use. 

Behold the knots within that woollen skein ! 

You must untie them, or you work in vain. 

And each man's character is like that wool — 

Of hidden knots, of secret faults 'tis full. 

As in the wool, so in our life, how true ! 

The little knots are hardest to undo. 



Men read, then put aside, those poems rife 
With grand words pointing out the knots of life ; 
But men will keep those poems by their side. 
Which show how those same knots can be untied* 



it 



NIGHTS DEVOID OF EASE." 

(LONGFELLOW.) 



»♦♦ 



nf gJl^^ wearied ones above repose, 
^3k^ And dream in restful sleep. 
I sit below and no one knows 
How bitterly I weep. 

They cannot hear my mournful sigh. 
Nor yet behold my tears ; 

They do not listen while I cry 
For help in coming years. 



The house is still, as though it knew 
The hour was one of rest ; 

The birds that twittered in the yew 
Are silent in their nest. 
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Within my heart alone is sound, 
The muffled sound of pain ; 

The throbbing beat — the quick rebound, 
As sighs are sighed again. 



I rise, and look across the lawn. 

With only inward sight 
For inner ghosts of doubts. The dawn 

Is superseding night. 



And tears no longer dim my sight, 
The dark doubts flee away j 

Within my heart the darksome night 
Has given place to day. 



I close the window, and within 

My study once again 
Thank Him, who, knowing all my sin, 

Hath eased me from my pain. 



And she who cleans the room, unless 
She commune with my chair. 

How little will she dream or guess 
Of all that happened there ! 



THE OLD DREAMER. 



MET an old man on a dusty road, 
His strength nigh spent ; 
I asked his name, his country and abode, 
Whither he went. 




'* Young man," he said, " the whole world knows my 
name, 

And dost not thou ? 
Hast never heard of Dreamer and his fame ? 

Then listeh now. 



'* Once I, too, was a youth, and sang — ah me ! 

Tis long ago ! 
I was not always such as now you see. 

Nor stooped so low. 
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" My limbs were supple, and my body strong ; 

I knew no care, 
Observed by all observers in a throng 

Of young {ind fair. 



" Knowledge was my delight. Earth, sea, and sky 

Were to my mind 
But caskets widely ope, where often I 

Rich gems might find. 



" And thus my brain a curious shop became, 

Full of odd wares, 
Each one of which I thought belonged to Fame : 

They were but snares. 



" For while I studied This, with youth's hot love 

For all things new, 
A mirage That would oft appear above 

Of brighter hue. 



" And after That with such great haste I*d rush. 

That oft I fell, 
And never saw it more. I almost blush 

The tale to tell. 



/ 
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" Some people pitied me, and some in scorn 

Would point and jeer ; 
At last noticed me,, and I, forlorn, 

Longed for a sneer. 



" Yes longed ! I held Contempt and proud Disdain 

Better than nought ; 
I knew my work could not be e'er in vain — 

At least, I thought. 



'' Ha, ha ! when I had gained a noble name, 

Then they would see, 
When I sat high in galleries of Fame, 

Where they would be. 



" In the arena with the common herd. 

Fighting for pay 

But there, good youth, did you not mark that bird, 

Its plumage gay? 



" That bird is worth, so IVe heard wise ones cay. 

Its weight in gold ; 
When tamed and nurtured, it will jewels lay — 

So IVe been told." 
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With many a fable and old woman's tale 

He rambled on ; 
But suddenly he stopped, turned ghastly pal( 

The bird was gone 1 



I saw him housed that night ; with many thanks 

At break of day 
He shook my hand ; and then his shrivelled shanks 

Shuffled away. 



I stood long musing on the old man's woe, 

And all he said ; 
And thus had half determined ne'er to go 

Where Fancy led. 



There came a voice ('twas not the voice of men) 

" Youth, hear aright ! 
JMake doing good thy aim, and all paths then 

Will lead to Light." 




IS LIFE WORTH LIVING? 

(impromptu.) 




'HO says Life's not worth living ? 
He has never known want supplied ; 
He has ne'er felt the pleasure of giving ; 

He has never overcome the tide 
Of misfortune circling round him 
With threatening roaring wave ; 
He has ne'er broke the links that bound him 
Close to Despair and the Grave. 



Who says Life's not worth living ? 

Has he ever been' bathed in light, 
When the noonday sun has been giving 

Him glistening beauty bright ? 
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\ 



Has he ever heard spoken above the 

Quick beat of his anxious heart 
The magical words, " I love thee !" 

If not, then I pity the smart 
That must ever environ his sleeping, 

His waking, his working, and rest ; 
And the angels, too, surely are weeping 

O'er one whom no sunshine has blest. 



) 




THE OLD STORY. 



■♦♦♦■ 




,MID the Ardennes forests, all down the village 
street, 

I heard the pitter-patter of some quickly passing feet : 
Only a little maiden, running to pluck some flowers ; 
Only a fair life basking in childhood's sunny hours. 
A simple little peasant girl, so joyous, pure, and free. 
My sad heart yearned in longing sore : " Oh, would 

that I were she ! " 



Amid the lights and music ot a Paris theatre gay 
There came again the memory of that hot summer's 

day: 
Only a lovely woman bending -to raise some flowers; 
Only a beauteous charmer learning to use her powers ; 
A fair Parisian actress — courted, but not free. 
Some sad hearts surely cried that night, " Oh, would 

that I were she ! " 
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Amid the flaring gas-lamps, all down the city street, 
I heard the heavy tramping of some quickly passing 

feet : 
Only another suicide — his mistress, so 'tis said ; 
Only another flower dropt — now crushed and bruised 

— and dead ; 
Another trusting heart betrayed — another victim free. 
Ah, many a sinning sister cried : " Oh, would that I 

were she ! " 





THE OLD HOME FAR AWAY. 



S^fefrROUND the bright 
^^: Camp-fire to-night 

My comrades laugh and play, 
All oblivious of me, 
As in visions I see 

The old Home far away. 



The gum-trees try 

To reach the sky. 
Sublimely grand are they ; 

But no trees can be found 

Oke the elms growing round 
The old Home far away. 
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The air*s replete 
With odours sweet ; 

But scent of new- mown hay 
Is still sweeter, think I, 
As the breeze wafts it by 

The old Home far away. 

The green leaves drest 

All in their best 
Support the roses gay, 

As they blushingly press 

With a clinging caress 
The old Home far away. 

O'er porch and sill 
They climb at will ; 

They kiss the buttress grey ; 
And they clamber above 
Till they cover with love 

The old Home far away. 

The elm-trees stand 

On either hand, 
And, bending, seem to say : 

Though their boughs interlace, 

They would rather embrace 
The old Home far away. 



J 
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For me the sun 

His course hath run ; 
But now at break of day, 

With a bark and a shake, 

Faithful Laddie will wake 
The old Home far away. 

The golden dawn 

Drops on the lawn 
1*0 greet the dewy spray 

That bejewels the grass ; 

And some labourers pass 
The old Home far away. 

They stop to hark : 

A joyous lark 
Is trilling up its lay ; 

Whilst the rooks in applause 

Are arousing with caws 
The old Home far away. 

Oh, would that I 

Could quickly fly 
And catch the fleeting day ! 

But, alas for poor me! 

Years must pass ere I see 
The old Home far away ! 
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Fair Fortune oft 

May smile aloft, 
And Pleasure bid me stajr ; 

But I'll sail o'er the main 

Just to visit again 
The old Home iax away. 




TO A RUSTIC BEAUTY. 



-^m 




,ND are thy elders, then, so very strict? 
And art thou so untutored, shy, and coy, 
That my few words should trouble or annoy 
Thy rustic self, and cause thee to evict 
A fisuthful lover, who woulS contradict 
Those old world saws thy seniors employ, 
By which they strive all happiness and joy 
As grievous sin and folly to depict ? 



Stay, gentle maiden ; wherefore this alarm ? 

Are not my parts perfected, strong, and fair? 
Dost thou not know thine eyes have poVr to charm 

The fiercest, wildest brute from out his lair 
And make him follow thee about the farm ? 

Dost dub m^ brute? Then bind me with thy hair, 
And should that prove too weak^ — why, take my arm. 



REFLECTION. 




Jl AY, how shall I fondly describe 

Thy charms, which all others surpass? 
For neither by favour or bribe 

Can I hope to accomplish what glass 
With some silvery paper behind 

Is able to do in a trice. 
(Oh, could I thy mirror but find, 
I'd buy it, and ask not the price !) 



For once thy fair features had been 

Reflected within it, I vow 
That fixed on its face could be seen 

Thy beauty and grace even now. 
It could not — it would not reflect 

Any other, but claim thee for aye ; 
Since never can Darkness expect 

To erase the sweet image of Day. 
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My eyes have once ventured to gaze 

On thee and thy loveliness rare ; 
Though distance, perchance, cause a haze, 

Thy form is still mirrored there. 
For ever — as long as my eyes 

Can catch the bright light of the sun, 
No pow'r can rob me the prize 

That the glance of a moment has won. 



In vmter, in earth, in the air ; 

In inountain, in streamlet, and tree. 
Thy rosy red mouth and fair hair 

I see — and for ever shall see ; 
And when in the stillness of Death 

I lie in some earth-wormy hole, 
Thy charms will ascend with the breath 

That wafts to the heavens my souL 








THE TRUANT HUNTSMAN, 

(song). 



»♦♦ 




HUNTSMAN blew on his hunting-horn, 
" Tra-ra, tra-ra, tra-ra 1 " 
And rode through bramble, thicket, and thorn, 

"Tra-ra, tra-ra, tra-ra!" 
He sought no fox, no dogs had he, 
But he looked around him wistfully, 

" Tra-ra, tra-ra, tra-ra, tra-ra, 

Tra-ra, tra-r^ tra-ree ! 
Where can my true love be ? 
Where can my true love be ? " 



She heard the sound of his hunting-horn, 

" Tra-ra, tra-ra, tra-ra ! " 
And burst through bramble, thicket, and thorn 

" Tra-ra, tra-ra, tra-ra ! " 



THE TRUANT HUNTSMAN. 

Then off his steed he lightly sprang, 
And gaily he the answer sang : 

" Tia-ia, trS'^a, tia-ra, tra'^a, 

Tra-ra, tiara, tra-ree ! 
I'm waiting, love, for thee; 
Fm waiting, love, for thee ! " 



He clasped her form, be pressed her hand, 

("Tra-ra, tra-ra, tra-ra!") 
When up there rode a meny band, 

" Tra-ra, tra-ra, tra-ra 1 " 
They blew a blast full loud and dear — 
But who so deaf as will not hear ? 

"Tra-ra, tra-ra, tia-ra, tra-ra, 

Tra-ra, tra-ra, tia-ree !" 
The huntsman, where was he P 
The huntsman, where was he P 



(( 



CERTAINLY NOTl" 

(song). 



a 



|OME to your poor old mother. 
Sit thee by my side ; 
We have been all to each other 
Since the father died. 




" Nigh forty years ago, lad, 

I was young and fair ; 
My cheeks had a ruddy glow, lad. 

Glossy and brown my hair. 



" Thy father, he was shy, lad ; 

My heart for him longed sore. 
Once he asked if I, lad. 

Could ever love him more. 
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"This was his answer fix)m me, lad — 

This the reply that he got : 
' Oh, what a silly thou be, lad, 

Certainly, certainly not !' 

" But when he came a crying, 

* Might he to Parson go ?' 
Being not clever at lying, 

How could I say * No ?' 

" Thy sweetheart, pretty May, lad. 

Likes the truth to tell ; 
Although she has answered thee ' nay/ lad, 

Be sure she loves thee well. 



" Thee asked her if she could^ lad. 
And thus the truth was hid ; 

Stupid boy, thee should, lad 
Have asked her if she did. 



" True was her answer to thee, lad ; 

True the reply that thee got \ 
' Oh, what a silly thou be, lad ! 

Certainly, certainly not ! '" 




GOING AWAY. 

(song). 




[N a bank reclining 
At the close of day ; 
Leafy boughs entwining 
Shadows where she lay ; 
Sadly cried the farmer's daughter : 
"Tell me, tell me, rippling water. 
If you can, oh, tell me pray. 
Why my love has gone away ! 



•** Why has he left me alone like this. 
Here in my solitude sadly to sigh ? 

Going away without even a kiss. 

Going away without saying * good-bye ?' 
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" Whisp'ring weeds dividing, 

Passing lilies by, 
Oft your boat came gliding 
Up to where 1 lie. 
Gladly then I'd rise to meet you j 
Love shall I thus ever greet you 
Once again before I die ? 
Will you ever tell me why ? 



" Why you have left me alone like this. 
Here in my solitude sadly to sigh ; 

Going away without even a kiss, 

Going away without saying 'good-bye?'' 



Lovers, sons, and brothers,. 

List to what I say : 
Maidens, sisters, mothers. 
Wait for you and pray. 
Oh, so many hearts are broken. 
All for want of some slight token^ 
Just to show the loved one may 
Wander home again one day.- 
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Leave them not rashly in silence like this, 
Lonely in solitude sadly to sigh ; 

Go not away without taking a kiss. 

Go not away without saying " good-bye !" 




(( 



SAL." 



(a nautical song.) 



■♦♦♦■ 




|H, Sal is the lass for me, my boys, 
Yo heave a ho, yo ho \ 
You'll ne'er find a one like she, my boys 

Wherever you may go. 
I kissed her cheek with a hearty smack, 
As she vowed to be true till I came back. 
Oh, I love her, and she loves poor Jack ; 
Yo heave a ho, yo ho 1 



Heave ho ! on we go ! 

Whistle, whistle, whistle, and the winds will blow. 

Oh, I sail the ocean blu^ 

And I know that Sal is true, 
So I'U sing as loud as any with my yo-heave-hol 




A RECURRING SOUVENIR. 

(in a lady's album.) 



♦ ♦» 



You tied them, but cannot undo 
The rug's betasselled ends ; 

I trust the same may prove as true, 
Apphed to faithful friends. 



In thoughtless mood the act was done — 

And now you need a knife ! 
A kindly word — a friend, is won ; 

A friend perchance for life. 



As when yovi pluck 'mid some fair scene 

A flower from the track, 
That day will never fade, I ween. 

The flower will bring it back, 



A RECURRING SOUVENIR. i 

E'en so in years to come, whene'er 

A tasselled rug you see ; 
Though I am gone — you know not where, 

Perchance you'll think of me. 





OVER YONDER. 

(song.) 



»»» 




»H, tell me, darling, do you see 
Yon ship within the bay ? 
She's waiting now for you and me. 

So come, my love, away 
To where the gentle breezes blow*. 

Across some islet fair. 
And gold and silver birds sing low. 
Or glisten through the air. 



So come away with me, love, 
To yonder islet green ; 

I will be the king, love. 
And you shall be my queen. 
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See, see, the sun now gilds the mast, 

And steady blows the wind ; 
'Twill make her sail so free and fast. 

That peaceful isle to find. 
You never can be happy here, 

Beneath these murky skies, 
Where shrieking herons haunt the mere, 
And o'er the dead leaves damp and sere. 

The croaking raven flies. 



So come away with me, love, 
To y(»nder islet green \ 

I will be the king, love, 

And you shall be my queen. 



Say one sweet word, my darling, say. 

To tell me I am free 
To hoist the sail and haste away 

With you across the sea. 
We'll leave behind the clouds and rain, 

And reach that land of rest. 
Where your fair head shall aye remain 

Soft pillowed on my breast. 
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So come away with me, love. 

To yonder islet green ; 
I will be the king, love. 

And you shall be my queen. 




THE BRAVE DAYS LONG 

GONE BY. 

(ballad.) 



»♦♦ 




|H, a poor knight rode from a castle old 
In the brave days long gone by ; 
Though he owned not lands, and possessed not gold. 

Yet his glance was proud and high, 
And his heart was bold 

In the brave days long gone by ; 
For his lady love down to the portal came, 

And she bade her hearths true lord 
Go win for himself both wealth and fame 

At the point of his trusty sword. 



For a knight would fight 

Till his task was done, 
Then back to his lady hie ; 

Yes, that's how a maiden's heart was won 
In the brave days long gone by. 
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Oh, a rich knight rode from that castle old, 

In the brave days long gone by ; 
Though he'd urged his suit and displayed his gold, 

Yet the maiden would not fly 
With the rich knight bold 

In the brave days long gone by \ 
But she said as she down to the portal came, 

" If you find my heart's true lord ; 
You've offered me wealth and a noble name. 

Will you bring me his trusty sword ? " 

For a knight would fight 

Till his task was done, 
Then back to his lady hie ; 

Yes, that's how a maiden's heart was won 
In the brave days long gone by. 

Oh, two knights rode to that castle old 

In the brave days long gone by ; 
But the first was pierced with a sword so cold, . 

And he fell from his steed to die, 
Did the rich knight bold, 

In the brave days long gone by \ 
But the second knight up to the portal came. 

Crying : " Lady, choose your lord; 
Lo, I've won for myself both wealth and fame, 

But this knight has brought my sword ! 
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For a knight would fight 

Till his task was done, 
Then back to his lady hie ; 

And that's how the maiden's heart was won 
In the brave days long gone by. 





IN DREAMS, 

(song.) 



[& SIT at night in the well-known room, 
Where oft thy voice was heard ; 
And one old song through the gathering gloom 

Is echoed word for word. 
My true, true love, though years pass by 

Ere hand clasps hand again ; 
Though storm-clouds burst across our sky 
In mists of tearful rain : 
Still hoping on, 
-With hope nigh gone 

And dark the way ; 
That song shall be 
To you and me 
A guiding ray. 
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First the rain, and then the grain ; 

First the bitter, then the sweet ; 
One by one the stars must wane 

Ere the dawn of day we greet. 
He who sees not all the Wrong 

Cannot fully grasp the Right : 
Hearts may grope in darkness long, 

True Love only shines more bright. 



The voice is hushed ; so I close my eyes 

And listen all in vain 
To catch the sound of those wondrous wise' 

And blessed words again. 
Perchance thy soul in dreams of me 

To me its flight can take; 
Ah, stay ! I fain thy soul would see! 

Alas thou art awake ! 



Dear love, dream on. 
And wait upon 

Some spirit shore ; 
m dream with thee — 
Together we 

Will sing once more : — 



BUDS AND BLOSSOMS. 

First the rain, and then the grain ; 

First the bitter, then the sweet ; 
One by one the stars must wane 

Ere the dawn of day we greet. 
He who knows not all the Wrong 

Cannot fully grasp the Right ; 
Hearts may grope in darkness long, 

True Love only shines more bright. 




ON SEEING A LADY OFF TO 

THE SEASIDE. 



■-•- 




PLEASANT holiday, my gentle friend ! 

Though parted, still our daily life will tend 
To show that spirit may with spirit blend. 
Thought answer distant Thought, sigh echo sigh ; 
As when our lips have formed the last "good-bye,** 
The heart's adieu is passed from eye to eye. 

You go to listen to the Ocean's roar. 

Or watch it calmly rippling up the shore : 

Content to gaze, and silently adore ; 

Or, looking o'er the side of some swift bark. 

Its foaming heights of light — its hollows dark — 

Its ever-rising hills of wave to mark. 



I, too, shall listen to the roar of Life ; 

Or, far removed from all its surging strife. 

Sit still at home, my mind with calm thoughts rife. 
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Borne on by Duty, I likewise shall be 
Surmounting and observing Fortune's sea, 
The strange vicissitudes it hath for me. 



Together thus, though sundered far apart, 
Kind sympathy will prove a magic dart 
JJniting soul to soul, and heart to heart. 
One before whom my spirit humbly bends. 
Expressed so well what really makes friends friends : 
Tis "that endeavour for the selfsame ends." 



In many things I know we hope the same — 
To compass Duty and to gain some Fame — 
(I'm much afraid this verse is rather lame) ; 
My mind's disturbed, and hear the reason why : 
I am not certain that you hope, like I, 
That we may meet, no more to say " Good-bye. 



» 



(afterthought.) 

J 

She read my words ; then said, annoyed, 
" You've writ more warmly than you ought. 

She watched and saw the words destroyed, 
But little guessed I kept the thought. 



w 






* 

^ 
t 



A QUESTION. 



J^OHE hungry sparrows eat the crumbs of bread 
g^y I throw upon the ground ; 
Will men, I ask, digest what I have sard, 
Or scatter at the sound ? 




FIRESIDE FANCIES. 



,|[^3|HE sullen embers of ray lonely fire 
^^< Throw out revengeful flames, that leap 
And flutter for a moment like the life 
Of some great general, to whom we look 
For guidance on the battle-field ; and lo 1 
As cries of victory resound, he sinks — 
Half staggers up — falls — rises once again ; 
And lifting slow his paling hand to hush 
The whispers wand'ring round him, seems in death 
To have more influence and pow'r than when 
Whole armies owned his sway, and with a word 
He stemmed the tide of warfare's roaring surge. 
His lips commence to move— he fain would speak; 
Men near him wait — and wait — and wait in vain; 
Down drops his leaden hand — back jerks his head— 
His limbs stretch slowly out — one gasp — he's dead. 
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E'en thus the strnggiing flame with sudden dart 
Casts out a qofveriiig shadov, and expires. 

The angry wind shrids corses '^^jainst the walls 
Resisting its attacks. In baffled rage 
It murmurs in the distance 'midst the trees ; 
Anon with whistling swoop hmis all its force 
» Upon the windows ; causing them to rattle 
Like drums at midnight, calling men to arms. 
I shiver at the sound, and draw my chair 
Still closer to the sleeping^ blinking coal. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

The wand'ring eye of mind has fixed its glance 
Upon the ancient cupboard of the Past ; 
Oh, how I used to dread thy creaking doors 
That sent a chill through body, mind, and soul 
Fearing thy cobwebbed corners, out of which 
Huge loathsome monsters crawled to grin at me • 
But now, great Heaven be thanked, sweet Mercy's oil 
Hath been applied, while Grace hath swept away 

Those silken threads of Sin — ^so finely strong 

So deftly woven that they scarce are seen • 
To break them is not easy once they're found. 
Yet, strange illusion ! either they appear 
As beauteous ornaments to be desired 
Or else we know not we are so surrounded 
And thus become entangled in their net • ' 
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Which finding out at length, half paralysed, 
Our feeble strength exerts itself in vain, 
And only serves to intertwine the bonds. 
Frail flies are we, thus lightly to be caught ! 

These are now conquered ; but I still must watch 
And sweep away at tnom the many threads 
That have been woven in the loom of night. 
At eventide still greater need have I ^ 

To seize the handle Prayer, and Grace's brush 
Employ most vigorously. 

Now I ope 
The cupboard's doors with Memory's magic key ; 
And there, within, upon the pegs of Time, 
Hang nearly twenty cloaks of varied hue : 
The stains of Sin, the wearing-outs of Pain, 
Holes made by Trouble — these and many more 
Encounter me as signs of changeful Past, 
Fixed thus indelibly upon those forms. 
To shake them out I dare not Stifling dust 
Accumulated in their complex folds 
Would blind my blinking eyes, aAd find a way 
Into the corners of mind's spacious hall. 

Such pondering o'er one's self is liable 
To make the present duties give their place 
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To thoughts of past omissions ; or, more oft 
To wander far away to some fair Future, 
Where Virtue looks so easy, shaking hands 
With Wealth and Happiness of lasting Peace. 

How foolish is that pilot of his life, 

Who, disregarding all the storm's wild rage, 

Within his cabin, poring o'er the chart, 

Marks out a pleasant all plain-sailing course, 

Forgraul that he ne'er can follow it. 

If now he lets his bark drift on and on 

Into the Maelstrom of Imagination, 

Where, whirling round and round in vortex wild. 

Achieving nothing but his own destruction, 

He soQn will sink beneath those fearful depths, 

Whence Disappointment (Satan's longest arm) 

Conveys the victim, struggling all in vain. 

Up to Despair, the Devil's darksome mouth ! 

That mighty preyer on poor human souls. 

Like some foul monster of the ocean depth, 

Will crunch and grind him 'twixt his gUtt'ring teeth— 

So glittering that many would them kiss. 

Oblivious that the beauty they admire 

Is all produced in Hellish lab'ratories, 

A mixture dread of Suicide and Death, 

Held in the hand of that false Siren, Rest, 

Who floats Voluptuously in shadowy charms, 
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Enticing travllers with that echoing song 
Whose every note and word is one loadstone. 
Attracting with resistless force and pow'r 
The hearts of men, encased in steely Sin. 

•t 





ft 



A DREAM 



♦ »» 



iM HAD a dream — sl wondrous dream : 
I ditamt that I was dead ; 
With so-called friends my room did teem — 
I heard what each one said. 




And my true " I " stood silent by 

That pallid form of clay ; 
Whilst " Oh, how sad ! " " So young to die ! " 

Was all I heard them say. 



Through darkest night I took my flight 

And penetrated space ; 
On, on, past many a gruesome sight, 

I wen^to "my own place." 
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I cannot bring myself to sing 
Of all that chanced me there ; 

Enough that soon on swiftest wing 
Again I clave the air. 

My death-bed room, my sculptured tomb, 

I visited in turn ; 
And in the first, through winter gloom, 

I saw a fire bum. ^ 



Beside it stood, in thoughtful mood, 

The form I once saw lie 
On that same bed. It moved, or would 

Hiave seen me with its eye. 



I heard it plan, and say, " I can 
In time be great and high." 

I cried, " It cannot be, frail man ! " 
It would not ask me why. 



I saw it go and join the flow 
Of people in the street ; 

To noble ones it bowed right low, 
But me it would not greet. 
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I watched it dine : rich food and wine 
Were on the table spread ; 

I cried, "Feed me, O body mine !" 
It heard not what I said. 



A sudden light ! It cleared its sight 
From tears of bitter shame ; 

It turned and saw my woeful plight, 
And summoned me by name. 



% And then it fell. The solemn bell 
Proclaimed that one was dead ; 
Whilst all the awful forms of Hell 
Came swooping round my head. 




In halls of State, 'mid fierce debate. 

Its power I could see : 
" Oh, foolish one, ere yet too late. 

Come try and govern me ! " 



And then it went on sin intent — 

I even followed there ; ^ 
And later on, with head low bent, 

I found it in my chair. ^ 
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Of no avail my bitter wail, 

The pleading words I spoke ; 
Hell yawned — the devils shrieked out " Hail ! " 




And, shuddering, I awoke. 



I've told my dream, and though it seem 

Right hard to understand ; 
To me 'twas like a sunny beam 

Seen through a half-closed hand. 

Tis sometimes said,*that when in bed 

\^^lie in slumber deep ; 
Our angels hover round oirr head 

And talk to us in sleep. 



But still, I say, each has his way 
Of knowing False from True ; 

And you'll not understand this lay 
Unless 'twas meant for you. 




THE ANALYSIS OF LOVE, 




LUE Love's a triple mixture — these its parts : 
Respect, then Admiration ; Jastly, Passion. 
Your beauty I perforce admire, while 
Your subtle arts with Passion fill my breast ;- 
But, ah ! too well I feel Respect is wanting^ 
I cannot honour you %s man should Wife. 
And thus we part, not angry with each other, 
But in good sense, believing it is better 
To suffer now the pangs of love unhappy, 
Rather than bind ourselves with marriage-chains 
Which, though now glittering, soon will rust, and we- 
Shall chafe at that which bfcds our loveless hearts. 
Therefore, farewell ! and if in after years 
"^e two should meet, then let us meet as friends 
Who, once fulfilling duties hard and grievous, 
Were separated in their carrying out, 
But still are friends, though parted — so adieu ! 




# 



CHIMES. 



»♦» 



^OW I long, my darling, for the time, 
^|3[2^ When, m some bright and sunny clime, 
"We shall wander hand in hand 
Th^gh the joyous flower-land ! 
We'll climb the vine-clad fountains, 
And drink from silv'ry fountains. 
Happy little elves, 
' Living for themselves, 
Our hearts will be 
Free — quite free 
• To roam tojbther 
O'er break and heather ; 
To laugh so cheerily i 

Sing so merrily, 
Floating o*er the waters blue. 
Whispering that love is true. 
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Seeing all the grand old places, 
Finding out the ruined traces 
Of the ancient noble races. 
Heart's best, dearest ! tell me, pray. 
Do you look forward to that day ? 



All the intervening time 

Seems a never-ending chime, 

That repeats and starts again, 

Clashing out as if in pain ; 

Shading off in gentler notes, 

How across the vale it floats, 

Ringing sorrow, ringing peace — 

Surely it will never cease ! 

Yes, it stops — at last — at last ! 

Ah, but do we wish it past ? 

No ; we miss its sonVous clang. 

And feel, perchance, a grieving pang. 

Save when we think of ringers trudging home 

To waiting wives, so gltd that they have come. 



'Tis then we feel no fabour is in vain. 
Each one — the poorest — can this pleasure gain — 
Cast to the winds Ambition, Wealth, and Lore, 
Health, Happiness, and Home — who asks for more? 
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All that the sages tell, or riches buy 
Can never give us that ! No, you and I 
Will, when this long night's o'er 
Meet once to rove no more, 
fiut, darling, Fve got to chime 
For a long and dreary time ; 
But the clanging and changing past, 
ril arrive at Love's Home at last. 




A CHINK. 



SifcJ* FEW more lines to fill, with good or ill : 
^^K I need not write them, but I will; 
A few more years, I trust, ere turned to dust : 
Fill tfum with good or ill, I must. 





REVISION : NOW AND THEN 



»»• 



1 1/ JOlHE task I set myself to do is done. 

(?\Bc But Life's task — when ? 

The path that lay before me, now is run. 

I lay aside 'my pen, 
And carefully read over and revise 
These written thoughts, intended for the eyes 

Of men. 
For careless words may often cause a wrong 

Where Right was meant. 
Now I can alter faults. But friends, ere long, 

How Life wa* spent 
We all must show before the mighty throng 

Of Godheads, Angels, Men. 
And then ?^ — • 




FINIS. 
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